THE   COMPLEMENT                147

Though that neck be whiter far

Than towers of polish'd ivory are.                     30

I do not love thee for those mountains
HilPd with snow, whence milky fountains
(Sugar'd sweets, as syrup'd berries)
Must one day run through pipes of cherries;

0  how much those breasts do move me!            35
Yet for them I do not love thee.

1 do not love thee for that belly,
Sleek as satin, soft as jelly;
Though within that crystal mound

Heaps of treasure might be found,                     40

So rich, that for the least of them
A king might leave his diadem.

I do not love thee for those thighs,

Whose alabaster rocks do rise

So high and even, that they stand                     45

Like sea-marks to some happy land:

Happy are those eyes have seen them,

More happy they that sail between them.

I love thee not for thy moist palm,

Though the dew thereof be bairn;                      50

Nor for thy pretty leg and foot,

Although it be the precious root

On which this goodly cedar grows:

Sweet, I love thee not for those.

Nor for thy wit, though pure and quick,            55

Whose substance no arithmetic

Can number down; nor for those charms

Mask'd in thy embracing arms;

Though in them one night to lie,

Dearest, I would gladly die.                               60

I love not for those eyes, nor hair,

Nor cheeks, nor lips, nor teeth so rare;

Nor for thy speech, thy neck, nor breast,

Nor for thy belly, nor the rest;

Nor for thy hand nor foot so small:                   65

But, wouldst thou know, dear sweet, for all.